THE 
DOWN-FALL of the W HIGGS : 


OR, THE 
Duke o MONMOUTHS Journey 


I'N T-Q- 1-H E 
NOR TH. 
To the Tune of Fey Boys up go we; 


I, Popiſh Duke goes where he will 
And none dare ask him why ? 
Sometimes by Sea ſometimes by Land, 
Like Lightning he doth fly, 
Well guarded he can march abour, 
This we too plainly ſee, 
And none dare ſay, he makes a Rout, 
Sing hey Boys up go we. 
2. But if young Femmy once a year 
Goes out to take the Air, 
Then he's a Rioter we hear, 
(Oh ! judge if this be fair) 
It he rides out to ſee a Friend, 
Such as the young Lord Grey, 
Then he's a Rioter,there's an cnd, 
Tho the clean contrary way. 


3. A Papiſt may ride cock a hoop, 
Toany Town or City, 
And ar his Arſe may have a Troop, 
(Ah laſs the more's the pitty) 
Not one will bid him hold , or tand, 
A happy man 1s He, 
We've almoſt now two K——s *itl'Land, 
Stng hey boys up go we. 


4. Let Monmonth ride to Lancaſhire, 
But with a ſober Train, 
The Papiſts hearts are all on hire, 
Till he's brought back again, 
They Envy much his great Renown, 
And traps for him they lay, 
They'd have you think he ſeeks the Crown, 
Tho the clearieuntrary way. 


&, But 


. But 7. may through the Kingdom paſs: 
; And none will ſpeak a Word,” | ER 
He may take up with Maſs or Laſs, 

' . No Tory cares a T d, 

He may be rude, or may be quiet, 
No faults in him they'l ſee, 

For who dare ſay he makes a Rist, 
Sing hey Boys up gowe. 

6. Ahlaſs poor Fhiges the times are hard, 
I cannot chuſe but grieve, 

You ſcarce can eat or drink I find, 
Unleſs you ask them leave, 

You are depriv'd of all theſport, 
Which Papiſts have they ſay, 

Pray thank the 7ory-Raskals for't, 
But the clean contrary way. 


- Newmarket was not built for you, 

You've other Games toplay, 

No ſport becomes the /YVhiggiſh crue, 
Let them go preach and pray, 

For if their Prayers prevent it nots 
They all {hall ruine be, 

For now we have outliv'd the Plot, 
Sing heyboys up go we. 


8. A Zory Boy may laugh and ſihg, 
For now the day's his own, 
The Popiſh Plot has taken wing, 
And to old Nick is flown, 
But Presbyters may hang their Ears, 
And figh both night and day, 
For they”l be rid of all their fears, 


But the clean contrary way, 


7. The Whigsare quite caſt out of door, 

It matters not by who, 
. me Indian or ſome 7awny Moor, 

Has prov'd their mortal Foe, 

And in ſhort time the Zorzes hope, 
They'l gain the triple Trec, 

And that will pleaſe the good old Pope, 
Then hey boys up go we. 


10. Our Tory Number is but ſmall ; 
Burt what care we for that, 
With noiſe we mean ro drown you all, 
With the help of Popiſh War, 
We print ten thouſand lyes an hour, 
 Andſwear them every day, 
Thus we ſhall ſtrut and bes devour, 


But the cleancontrary way. 


Al 
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